Maiy McHughes Ferrell 
4406 Holland Ave. 
Dallas, TX 75219-2133 
(214) 528-0716 

May 17, 1995 



Mr. and Mrs. Harold Weisberg 
Route 12 

Frederick, MD 21701 
Dearest Harold and Lil, 

I guess I’m getting better. I’m still having trouble walking and my hip and back hurt 
all the time, but I’m not as depressed as I was. So many people have been so wonderful 
and caring (among the most important are you and Lil) and I realized that it really doesn’t 
matter what a few people think. Most of those people haven’t really contributed anything 
toward our work except confusion. 

Of course, I was disappointed in Norman Mailer’s book. When he first approached 
me about three years ago and asked if I would help him, I asked what he was going to 
write. I asked if he was going to do it in a novel or in non-fiction. I asked if he was going 
to say that Oswald acted alone or that he was not certain and, at least, point to the many 
contradictions in the official record. To every question, Norman answered that he did not 
know. He said he had an open mind and wanted to really examine all the documents. He 
did say that he was going to have access to KGB documents in Russia. I agreed to help 
him if I could. 

I sent him everything he asked for over the next couple of years. Considering the 
documentation I sent him, I felt that he could do nothing but conclude that President 
Kennedy was assassinated as the result of a conspiracy. You’ve seen the results. 

Oh, well! John Newman told me night-before-last that his book would be in my 
hands next week. I haven’t done anything to help him since the first of February. I guess 
that is my last hope that any of my work will have been used properly. 

Poor little Carol Anne has been here five times since February 1st. She has been 
here every three or four weeks and she does the laundry, stocks the refrigerator and 
pantry, gets all our prescriptions refilled (about $1,400.00 every month - and we are not 
eligible for Medicaid). Buck has one glass of red wine a day and I have one glass of white 
wine. Carol Anne has more wine stored in my back room than they have in many small 
liquor stores. They do have me on a strict diet. After I got to the point where I couldn’t 
walk, I just seemed to eat, sleep and sit. I gained up to 185 pounds. I looked like a blimp. 
Carol Anne arranged with some doctors who own a diet gourmet place out near 
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Presbyterian Hospital to send three meals a day to me. They bring Monday through 
Thursday’s food on Monday morning at about 7:30 and, on Friday morning at about 7:30, 
they bring food for Friday through Sunday. The first week, I lost seven pounds. And, I 
feel stuffed all the time. It’s just that it is mostly fresh fruit, vegetables, chicken or turkey 
-- all prepared beautifully and deliciously. 

Harold, I haven’t been to a book store in so long I will go wild once I get into one 
again. Carol Anne went to buy me a copy of The Hot Zone and Silicon Snake Oil, two 
books I wanted to read. She has promised that if I will get just a bit better, she will take 
me to a book store when she comes back in three weeks. When I got your letter, I called 
about seven or eight bookstores and asked if they had Never Again by Harold Weisberg. 
Nobody could even find it in their computers. They asked for the publisher and I said I 
wasn’t certain. Is it Carroll and Graf? Anyway, I have asked all of those book stores to 
try to locate it and order me a copy. They won’t order just one copy - at least three copies 
and I’ll have Carol Anne pick the copies up from all the bookstores where I ordered them - 
- B. Dalton, Border’s, Taylor’s, Bookstop, and three small independent stores where I do 
occasionally buy books. All of them know me. Til keep two copies and give the extras for 
birthday gifts, etc. 

And, of course, I really want the index. I told Norman Mailer after Random House 
sent me an inscribed copy of Oswald’s Tale, that, if I were buying the book, I’d have put 
it back on the shelf when I realized it didn’t have an index. $30.00 is too much to pay for 
a non-fiction book that doesn’t have an index. 



My love to you both, 



P. S. I was so very relieved when they assured me that my memory and speech loss were 
temporary and not Alzheimer’s Disease. When I "blanked out" on February 1st, I thought 
my mind was gone (after I got a bit of my brain working again and realized that something 
terrible had happened to me). 




